
lin& tpreed it before he. 'Here t f -

law that says Jacob Jooee and .Anna Vnn oUm Jeae are two. Look at it 'ABY11 tjag her plamp glared hand en ' '

der the did look aU
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The feeling was but momentary, howev- - I believe, after all, that yon are. right
and 1 am wrong. Certainly, there is no

disguising the fact that my life has become

real burthen to me, and that business
would be far preferable to i state of idle- -

nest.'
Thit admission seemed to be made with

some reluctance. It was the first time
he had confessed, even to himself, that he

had committed an error in giving op his
shop. The effect of what Mr. Steel had

aid was a resolution, after debating the
proa and cons for nearly a month, to re-

commence business, but before this could

- LIGHTS AND SHADOWS.
IUag fort Ike bridal peal !

Sweet as breath of the flowery spring.
The g;, gtaj UioogbU Iti echoes bring,
Thought of jog round the household torlk,
Aaxl tones of Ion nd nnilri of birth (

Tet still the heart will feel,

Mid sreae m bright, throb of fear,
A low cad voice seem whimpering ar,
MTho light msy fade whils the rbitdows star,
Like clouds when the w hath pasa'd

away,"

Breathe toft the cradle hymn !

Iikeeharge round the good which aagtlskecp,
The another's watch e'er her infant's sleep,
In Dope's blest ray the future glows.

And Life's long sunny pathway shows ;

Tet still tear will dim

Her tender gate with the dew of fear,
A low sad toice seems whirpcring near,

" The light msy fade while the shadows stay,

Like clouds when the rainbow hath pata'd

.. away."

Sound deep the funeral knell !

Veep, mourner, weep for the righteus dead,

For bcantr, worth and honor fled,

The heart's wild grief must have its hour,

As night's cold storm will bow the Sower;

And yet the pasting bell

Bears for the good a tone of peace,

It sounds from earth the soul's relenso,

And Its welcome chants to a world so bright,

That cloud and rainbow are lost in the light.

A WAT TO BE HAPPY!

" Always busy and al ray singing at
your work ; you are the happiebt man
I know." This was said by the custo-

mer of an industrious hatter named
Faiker, as he entered his shop.

" I should not call the world a very
happy one if I am the happiest man it
contains,' replied the hatter,' pausing in
his work, and turning his contented-lookin- g

face towards the individual who had
addressed him " I think I should gain
something by an exchange with you."

Why do you think so !'
'You have enough to live upon, and

are not compelled to work early and late,
as I am.'

I am not so verv sure that you would
be the gainer. One thing is certain, 1

never sing at my work.'
Your work? What work have you

Oh. oVarT arMaa!'
lipa, and sank hack U..

'Oh, biases t said Joraea. a
side her, rattling the fatal perch- .-
bis naao. 'Here's lot's of tupptneas w

champaigna gone to ruia I
Itwae a bard case. Instead of heir

divorced, and at liberty to marry the wi
ww, jscoo jodcs was sitnpiy incorporated r
into a turnpike company, and which made '

worse, authorised with hit brother dirao
tors to construct tarn pike road from Bar ;

lington to Bristol. When we reeollect
that Burlington and Bristol are located
just mile apart on the opposite sidee of
the river, yon will perceive tne topelese-nes-a

of Jones' case.
It's all the fault of the the d d turn

pike man, who gave .'em the champaigne
sapper, or was it at breakfast V cried
Jones, in his agony. If they d charter

me to build a turnpike from Piff'a
Run to Terrapin Hollow, I might have
borne it, but the very idea of building a
turnpike from Burlington to Bristol, bears

absurdity ujon the very face of it.
So itdid-- '

'And you ain't divorced 1' (aid Eliza,' t
tear rolling dorn each cheek.

No,' thundered Jones, crushing hie hat
between his knees, and pounding his head
with his fists, 4I ain't divorced, but I am
incorporated into a turnpike, and what ia
worse, the legislature is adjourned and
gone home drunk, and won't be back to
Trenton till next near.'

It was a hard case.
The mistake had occurred in the last

day of the session, when legislatois and
transcribing clerks were laboring under
the effects of a champaign breakfas'. The
name of Smith had been put where Jones
ought to be, and 'wicey teercey as the
Latin poet has it.

Kind Words Usb Them Because
they fall pleasantly on the ear of all to
whom they are addressed, and it is there
fore one of the ways of promoting nu
man happiness.

Because they leave an impression in
your favor, and ihus prepare the way for
your greater influence over others for
good.

Because kind words powerfully con-

tribute to soothe and quiet yonr own spir-
it when ruffled by the unkindness of oth-

er
Because they show the difference be-

tween you and the rude, malicious, or re-

vengeful, and are suited to show them
their wrong.

Because they are suited to stir up the
kind affections of your own lean". There
is sweet music in such a voice, rightly to
effect the soul.

Because they are so uncommon, Use
them that there may be more of such
bright stars in our dark firmament.

Becanse they aid in carrying out the
divine injunction, 'bo courteous bc
kindly affectionate one to another.'

ijecause youj cannot concaive ot any
truly benevolent heing who would not use
them.

Because you have heojd such words
from your God, and hope to hear such
forever.

A Beautiful Incident. A naval of-
ficer being at sea in rt dreadful storm, his
lady was sitting in the cabin near him,
and filled with alarm for the safety of the
safety of the vessel, was so surprised at
his composure and serenity, that she cried
out :

My dear are you not afraid ? how is
it possible that yon can be calm in such a
dreadful storm V

He rose from his chair, rushed to the
deck, drew his sword, and pointing it to
the breast of his wife, exclaimed :

tfre you not afraid ?'
She instantly answered, ' No."

Why V said the officer.
Because,' rejoined the lady, I know

this sword is in tffe hands of my husband,
and he loves mc too well to hurt me.'

Then,' said he, 'I know in whom I
believe, and He who holds the winds in
his fists and the water in the hollow of
his hand, is our Father.'

Rattier Tough. Sam Jones lived up in Ox-
ford county. Now Sam was an enormous eater,
and it happened tbat he was ene day hauling a
load of 'sliooka' to the nearest village, when his
team was stuck in a sand hill. Well, did Sam
fret and scold his oxen, or unload his team?
Not he. Me very coolly took down his dinner
from tho load, and sat down and ate it, when bis
oxen started off with the remainder of the load
without further trouble !

Horrible, Some crusty old baohelor,
having been jilted by his bright particu-
lar star, in a fit of desperation, wrote the
following horrid slander upon 'femalo
women,' in general :

" T ho girls are all a fleeting show,
For man's illusion given,

Their smiles of joy, their tears of woe,
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow.

There's not one true in seven."

Another New Planet. Mr. Hind,
the London astronomer, discovered on the
8th of November a new plane! in the con- -
stellatton Taurus, about 5J degrees south
of the Ecliptic. It is rather brighter than
stars of the ninth magnitude. This plan
et is the ninth m which he has discovered
since the commencement of a systematic
search in 1846 and raises the number of
that extraordinary group of worlds be-

tween Mars and Jupiter to twenty-seve- n.

As I Appeovb of the youth who hsut
thing of the old man in him. so am I not less
pleased with tho olp man who has something; of
the youth. He that follows this this rule may be
old in body, but never con be so ia mind.

Tell me what are the sentiments that
occupy the minds of your young men,
and I will tell you what is to be charac-
ter of the next generation.

The young lady who was carried away
by her feelings, was brought back on a
wheel-barro-

Domkstio buss. I esnnot oonceive, my love,
what is the matter with my watch,. I think it
must want cleaning.

Pst Child. Oh no, pape, dear, I don't think,
it wants cleaning,-- because baby and I Bad it
washing in abasia for ever so long thkmornig."

Qumhx 8.
it

TURNPIKE AND DIVORCE.

One winter there came to Trenton two
men named Smith and Jones, who had
both of them designs upon the legislature.
Jones had a bad wife and was in love
with a woman; he wished to be divorced
from the l ad wile, so tbat he might marry
tne pretty woman, who. by the way, was

eda wrow, witb black eyes and such a bust!
Therefore Jones came to Trenton to get
a divorce.

Smith had a good wite, plump as a tor
toise, good as an angel, and the mother an
of ten children, and Smith did not want

set divorced, but did want to get a turn
pike or plank road from Pig a ifua to
Terrapin Hollow.

W ell, they, with these different errands,
came to Trenton, and addressed the as
sembled wisdom with the usual arguments,

si, suppers, mainly composed of oyesters,
with a rich back round of venison. 2d,
liquids in great plenty, from Jersey Light
ning, (a kind of locomitive at full speed
reduced to liquid shape,) to Newark
Chamnaigne. Speaking in plnin terms,
Jones thedivorce man, gave a chnmpaigne
supper, and Smith the turnpike man, fol
lowed on with a champaigne breakfast.

Under the modifying influence of these
aplinnces, the assembled wisdom passed
the divorce and turnpike bills; and Jones
and Smith(each with a copy of his bill in
bis pocket,) went home rejoicing over
miles of sand, and through the tribulation
of many stage coaches. Smith arrived
home the next evening, and as he sat
down in the parlor, his loving wife set be-

side him, how pretty she did look! and
five of his children asleep over head, the
other five studying their lessons in the
corner of the room, Smith was induced to
expatiate upon the good results of his mis-

sion to Trenton.
A turnpike, my dear I am one of the

directors, and will be president it will
set us up, love we can send the children
to a boarding school, and live in style out
of the toll. Here is the charter, honey.'

Let me see it,' said the pleasant wife,
who was one of the pleasantest of women
with plumpness and goodness dimpled ail
over her face. Let me see it.' and she
leaned over Smith's shoulder, pressing her
arm upon his own, and she looked at the
parchment. But all at once ssmith s race
grew long. Smith s wife s visage grew1
dark. Smith was not profane, but now
he ripped forth an awful oath.

D n it, wile, those inlernal scoun
drels at Trenton have divorced us!

It was too true. The parchment Y7hich

he held was a bill of divorce, in which
the name of Smith and Smith's wife ap-

peared in frightful legible letters. Mrs.
Smith wiped her eyes with the corner of
her apron.

Here's a turnbike, she said sadly, and
with the whole ten children staring her in
the face, ' I ain't your wife! Here s a
turnpike!'

D n Ihe turnpike, and the legis
lature, and the !'

Well, the fact is, that Smith, reduced
to single-blessedne- 'enacted into a
stranger to his own wife, swore awfully.
Although the night wa3 dark, and most
of the denizens of Smith's village had
gone to bed, Smith bade his late wife put
on her bonnet, and arm in arm tney pro
ceeded to the house of the clergyman of
their church

'Goodness bless me!' exclaimed the
mild good man, as he saw them enter
Smith looking like the very last June
shade, and Mrs, Smith wiping her eyes
with the corner of her apron, 'Goodness
bless me! what's the matter?'

The matter is, I want you to marry us
too right off,' said Smith.

ilarry you!' ejaculated the clergyman
with expanded fingers, 'are you drunk or
crazyr

'I ain't crazy, and I wish I wish I was
drunk,' said Smith, despairingly 'Tho
fact is, brother Goodwin, that somo scoun-

drels at Trenton, unknown to me, and at
dead of night, have divorced me from my
wife, the mother of nine children!'

'Ten, suggested Alts. Smith, who was
crying. 'Here's a turnpike!'

Well, the good minister seeing the
state of the case, married them over again
straightway, and would not take a fee.

The fact is, grave as he was, he was
dying to be alone so that he might give
vent to the suppressed laughter that was
shaking him all over.

And Smith and Smith's wife went home
and kissed every one of their ten children.
The little Smith's never knew that their
father and mother had been made stran-
gers by legislative enactment.

.Meanwhile, and on the same night,
Jones returned to his town Burlington,
I believe, and sought that fine pair of
block eyes which he hoped shortly to call
his own. The pretty widow sat by him

on the sofa, a white kerchief tied careless-

ly around her white throat, her black hair
laid in silky waves against each rosy
cheek.

'Divorce is the word,' cried Jones play-

fully patting her cheek 'The fact is,

Eliza, I'm rid of tbat cutsed woman, and
vou and I'll be married I know
how to manage these scoundrels al Tren-
ton. A champaigne supper, (or was it a
Breakfast?) did the business witb them-.-

Put on your bonnet and things, and let us
go to the preachers at once, dearest!'

The widow, who was among widows
as peaches among apples, put on her bon
net and took Jones arm, and

'Just look how handsome it is to put on
parchment, said Jones, pulling the docu'
ment from his pockotand with.miich rust

IIpoub, fhin,

Why, yes, it is a little dull,' replinl
the tradesmen, speaking in a tone that
said 'but it did'nt occur to me before.'

'How is business, now?' asked Mr. Tar-ke- r.

1

Very brisk I am so busy, that rain
or shine, it never seems dull to me.'

'You liav'nt as many customers in.'
No: but then I get a little ahead in my

work, and th it is something gained. i?ain
or shine, friend Parker, it's all the same
to me.

That is certainly a very comfortable
state of mind to be in. I find a rainy day
hard to get through.'

'I don't think I would be if 1 were in
your place,' said the old acquaintance. 'If
I could do no better I would lie down and
sleep away the time.

'And remain awake half the night in er
return for it, No; that won't do. To lie
half-aslee- p and half-awak- e for three or
four hours makes one feel miserable.'

2 ne hatter thought this a very strange
admission. He did not believe that, if he
could afford to live without work, he
woi.ld find rainy days hang heavy upon
his hands.

'Why don't yon read!' e said.
'I do read all the newspapers hat is,

two or three that I take,' replied Parker;
'nut there is not enough in them for
whole day.'

There are plenty of books.'
Books I 1 never read books; I can't

get interested in them. They are too
long : it would take me a week to
get through even a moderate sized book.
1 would rather go back to the shop again I
I understand making a hat, but as to books,
I never did fancy them much.'

Parker lounged for a couple of hours in
the shop of his friend,, and then turned
his face homeward, feeling very uncom
fortable.

The dark day was sinking into darker
nisht when he entered his house. There
was no light in the passage nor any in the
parlor. As he groped his way in, he
struck asainst a chair that was out of
place, and hurt himself. The momentary
pain caused the fretfulness he felt on find

ing all dark within to rise into anger; He
went back to the kitchen, grumbling sad
ly, and there gave the cook a sound rat
ing for no' having lit the lamps earlier.
Mrs. Parker heard all, but said nothing.
1 he cook hiought a lamp into the parlor
and placed it upon trie table with an indig
nant air ; she then flirted off up stairs,
and complnined to Mrs. Parker that she
had never been treated so budly in her
life by any person, and notified her that
she would leave the moment her we k

was up; that, anyhow, she had nothing to
do with thf lamps lighting them was the
chambermaid s work.

It so happened that Mrs. Parker had
sent the chambermaid out, and this the
cook knew very well; but the cook was
in a bad humor about something, and diu
not choose to do anything not in the ori
ginal contract. She was a good domestic
unci had lived with Mrs. rarker lor a num
ber of years. She had her humors, as
every one has, but these had always been
borne with bv her mistress. Too many
fretting incidents had just occurred, how
ever, and airs, rarker s minu was noi as
evenly balanced as usual. Nancy's words
and manner provoked her too far, and she
replied 'Very we I; go in welcome!

Here was a state ot ailairs tending in
no degree to increase the happiness of the
retired tradesmen, lis wite mot nim at
he supper table with knit brows and tight'

!y compressed lips. Not a word passed
durinsr

i
the meal. . ... i

After supper Mr. rarker looked arouno
him for some means of passing the time,

The newspapers were read through; it still
rained heavily without; he could not asK

his wife to play a game at backgammon
Oh. dear !' he sighed, reclining oack

upon the sofa; and there he lay for half an
hour, feeling as miserable as ne nao ever
felt in his life. At nine o clock he went
to bed, and remained awake for half the
nieht.

Much to his satisfaction, when he open
ed his eyes on the next morning, the sun
was shining brightly into his window.
He could not be confined to his nouse so
closelv for another day.

A few weeks suhV-e- to exnausi on ot
Mr. Parker's time-killin- g resources, 'the
newspapers, he complained, did not
contain anything that was of the least in-

terest now. Having retired on his money

and set up for something of a gentleman,
he, after little while, gave up visiting at
the shoos of his fellow tradesmen, tie
did not like to be seen on terms of intima-

cy with working people 1 Street-walkin- g

did very well at first, but he tired of that;
it was going over the same ground, ne
would have ridden ont and seen the coun
try, but he had never been twice on horse
back in his life, and felt rather afraid of
his neck. In fact, nothing was left to
him but to lounge about the house n grea
ter portion of his time, and grumble at
everything; this only mad matters worse,
for Mrs. Parker would not submit to grum
bling without a few words back that cut
like razors.

From a contented man, Mr. Parker
became, at the end of six months, a bur
den to himself. Little things that did
not in the least disturb him before, now

he fretted him beyond measure. He bad
los the quiet even temper of mind that
made life so pleasant

A year after he had given up business
he met Mr Steele for the first time since
his retirement from the shop.

Well, my old fri3nd,' said that gentle-mo- n

to him familiarly, how is it with

ou now I understand you bai re
tired from business.'

Oh, yes ; a year since.'
So long f I only heard of it a few a

eeks ago. I hate been absent from the
city. Well, do you find doing nothing
any easier than manufacturing good bats
and serving the community like an honest
man, as you did for years I What is
your experience worth 1"

I don i know that it is worth anything,
except to myself, and it is doubtful wheth-
er it isn't too late for even me to profit by
it.'

How so, my friend t Isn't living on
yonr money. so pleasant a way of getting
through the world as you had supposed it
would be I

I presume there cannot be a pleasant- -
way ; but we are so constituted that we

are never I appy in any position.'
Perhaps not positively happy, but we

may be content.
1 doubt it.'
You were once contented.'
I beg your pardon ; if I had been I

would have remained in business.'
And been a much more contented man

than you are now.'
' I am not sure of that'

I am, then. Why, Parker, when I
met you last, you had a cheerful air
about you. Whenever I came into your
shop I found you singing as cheerfully as

bird. Hut now you do not even smile :

your brows have fallen half an inc. low-

er than they were then. In fact, the
whole expression of your face has changed.

will lay a wager that you have grown
captious, fretful, and disposed to take
trouble on interest. Everything about
you declares this. A year has changed
you for the worse and me for belter.'

How you for the better, air. Steele 1

' I have gone into business.'
You hove 1 I hope no misfortune has

overtaken you I'
'1 have lost more than hall my prop

erty, but I trust this will nol.prove a mis
fortune.

Really, Mr. Steele, I am pained to
hear that reverses have driven you to the
necessity of going into business.'

While I am more than d

to say that I am glad of it. I led tor
years a useless Iile, most ot the timo a
burden to myself. I was a drone in the
social hive ; I added Nothing to the com
mon stock ; I was of no use to any one.
But now my labors not only benefit my
self but the community at large. My
mind is interested all the day ', I no long
er feel a listlessness; the time never hangs
heavy upon my hands. I have, as a
German writer has said, 'fire-pro- pe
rennial enjoyments, called employments.'

' You speak warmly, Mr. Steele.
It is because I feel warmly on this

subject. Long before a large failure in
the city deprived me ol at least hall my
fortune, I saw clearly enough that there
was but one way to find happiness in this
life, and that was to engage diligently in
some useful employment from right ends,
1 shut my eyes to this conviction over
and over again, and acted in accordance
with it otJy when necessity compelled
mo to do so. I should have found much
more pleasure in the pursuit of business,
had I acted from the higher motive of uso

to my tellows which was presented so
clearly to my mind, than I do now, huv- -

ing entered its walks trom something like
compulsion.'

And you really think yourself happi-
er than you were before, Mr. Steele ?'

1 know it, friend Parker.'
And you think I would be happier than

I am now if I were to open my shop
aeain V

I do, much happier. Don't you think
the same 1'

I hardly know what to think. The
way I live now is not very satisfactory. I
cannot find enough to keep my mind em-

ployed.'
And never will, except in some useful

business, depend upon it. So take my
advice, and your shop before you
are compelled to do it.'

' Why do you think I will be compelled
to do it?'

Because it is a very strongly im- -

pressed upon my mind that the laws of
Divine Providence are so arranged, mat
every man's ability to serve the general
good is brought into activity in some way
or other, no matter how selfish he may
be, nor how much he may seek to with-

draw himself from the common uses of
society. Misfortunes are some of the
means by which many persons are com-

pelled to become usefully employed. Pov.
erty is another means.'

Then you think if I do not go into
business again, I am in danger of losing
my property V

I should think you were but I may be

mistaken. Men can never foresee what
will be the operations of Providence.
If you should ever commence busi-

ness, however, it ought not to be from
this fear. You should act from a high-

er and better motive. You should re-

flect that it is every man's duty to
engage in some business or calling by
which the whole community will be ben-

efitted, and, for this reason, and this
alone, resolve that while you have the
ability, you will be a working bee and not
a drone in the hive. It is not only wrong
but a disgrace tor any man to be idle when
there is so much to do.'

Mr. Parker was surprised to hear his
old customer talk in this way but sur- -

orise was not his only feeling he was

deeply impressed with the truth of what

er. i was lorcea puck oj me mm
living at his ease, and being able to come

nd go just at it suited bin fancy ; t

hare no care of business, nor any f its
perplexities and anxieties. This thought
was tie ignuui.

If 1 were you 1 would go into the
country, and employ myself on a little
farm." said a friend to the hatter. 'You
will find it dull work in town, with noth-

ing on your hands to do.'
'1 he hatter shook his head. ' No, no,'

said he, 1 1 have no taste for farming ; it
is too much trouble. I am tired of work,
and want a little rest during the remain-
der of my life.'

Freedom from labor was he golden
idea in his mind, and nothing else could
find an entrance. For a few days after he
had fully and finally got clear from all
busines", and was, to use his own words,
a free man, he drank of liberty almost to
intoxication. Sometimes he wou'.d sit at
his window, looking out upon the hurry-in- g

crowd, and marking with pity the
care written upon each face ; and some-

times he would walk forth to breathe the
free air, and see everything to be seen
that could delight the eye.

Much as the hatter gloried in this free-

dom and boasted of bis enjoyments after
the first day or two, he began to grow
weary long before evening closed in, and
then could not sit and quietly enjoy the
the newspapers as before, for he had al-

ready gone over them two or threo times,
even to the advertising pages. Some-

times, for relief, he would walk out again
after tea, and sometimes lounge awhile
on the sofa, and then go to bed an hour
earlier than he had been in the habit of
doing. In the morning he had no motive
for rising with the sun ; no effort was
therefore made to overcome the heavi-
ness felt on awaking, and he did not rise
until the ringing of the breakfast bell.

This ' laziness of her husband, as Mrs.
Parker did not hesitate to call it, annoyed
his good wife. She did not find things
any easier she could not retire from bus-

iness. In fact, the new order of things
made her a great deul mere trouble. One
half of her time, as she alleged, Mr.
Parker was under her feet, and making
her lust double work. He had grown
vastly particular, too, about his clothes,
and very often grumbled about the wav
his food came on the table, wtia she had
never before known him to do. The
hatter's good lady was not vory choico of
her words, and when she choso to speak
out, generally "did so with remarkable
plainness of speech. The scheme of re-

tiring from business in the very prime of
life, she never approved, bnt as her gond
man had set his heart on it for years, she
did not say much in opposition. Her re
mark to a neighbor showed her passive
state of mind He has earned his mo-

ney honestly, and if he thinks he can en
joy it better in tins way, i suppose it is
nobody's business

This was ju6t the ground she stood up-

on. It was a kind of neutral ground, but
she was not the woman to suffer its in-

vasion. Just so long as her husband
came and went without complaint or in-

terference with her, all would be eufferud
to go on smoothly enough, but if he tres-

passed upon her old established rights and
privileges, he would hear it.

'I never saw a meal cookel so badly
as this,' Mr. Parker said, knitting his
brow, one rainy day at the dinner table.

He had been confined to the house since
morning, and had tried in vain to find
some means of passing his time pleasantl-
y-

The color flew instantly to his wife's
face. Perhaps if you had a better Ap

petite you would see no fault in the cook
ing,' she said, rather tartly.

Perhaps not,' ho replied. A good
appetite helps bad cooking wonderfully.

There was nothing in this to soothe
his wife's temper. She retorted instantly

'An honest employment alone will
give a good appetite. I wonder how you
could expect to relish your food after
lounging about doing nothing all the
morning. I'll be bound that if you had
been in your shop ironing hats or wait
in? on vour customers since breakfast
time, there would have been no complaint
about the dinner.'

Mr. Parker was taken all aback. This
was speaking out plainly 'with a ven
eeance.' since retirement trom ousiness,
his n had arisen very high
compared with what it had previously
been: he was, of course, more easily of
fended. To leave the dinner table was
the first impulse of offended dignity.

So broad a rupture as this had not oc
curred between the husband and wife
since the day of their marriage not that
causes equally potent had not existed, for
Mrs. Parker, when anything excited her,
was nOt over-choic- e with her words, and
had frequently said more cutting things;
but then her husband was not so easily
disturbedhe had not so high an opinion
of himself. .

It was still raining heavily, but rain
could no longer keep the latter at home
He wont forth and walked aimlessly the
streets for an hour, thinking bitter things
against his wife all the while. But this
was very unhappy work, and he was glad
to see! relief from it by calling in upon a

brother craftsman, whose shop happened
to be in his way. The latter was singing
at his work-a- s he had used to sing he
never suns at his work now.

This is a very dull day,' was the natur
al remark of Mr. Parker, after the first

take placets kind of business must be
determined. 'Since Mr. Paiket had ceas to

ed to be hatter and set op for gentle
man ol fortune, his ideas of his own im-

portance had considerably increased. To
come back into his old position, therefore,
could not be thought of. H is wife argued

I
for the shop, but he would not listen to
her arguments. His final determination
was to become a grocer, and a grocer he
became. No doubt he thought it more
worthy of his dignity to sell rice, sugar,
soap, candles, etc., than' hats. Why one
should be more honorable or dignified
than the o'.her we do not understand -P-

erhaps there is a difference, but we must
leave others to define it we cannot.

A grocer Mr. Parker became instead of
a hatter. Of the former business he was
entirely ignorant, of the latter he was
perfect master. But he would be a gro
cer a merchant. Hecommenecd in the
retail line, with the determination, af'er
he got pretty well acquainted with the
business, to become a wholesale dealer.
That id. a pleased his farcy. or two
years he kept a retail grocery store and
then sold out. glad to get rid of it. The
loss was about one-thir- d of all he was

worth. To make things worse there was
a great depression in trade, and real es
tate fell almost one-ha- lf in value. In con
sequence of this, Mr. Parkers income
from rents, after being forced to sacrifice

a very handsome piece of property to

make up the deficit that was called for

in windincr ud his erocerv business, did

not pive him sufficient to meet his cur- -
0

rem family expenses.
' . .

There was now no alternative lett.
The retired hat.er was glad to open a shop
once more, and look out for some ot his
old customers. Mr. Steele saw his an- -

nouncement that he had resumed business
at his old stand, and osked for a share of
public patronage. About two weeks al-t-

the shop was that gentle
man called in and ordered a hat. as ne
came to the door and was reaching his
hand out to open it, he heard the hatter s

voice singing an old familiar air. A smile
was on the face of Mr. Steele as he en
tered.

All riirht again!' he said, coming up
to the counter and reaching out his hand.
Singing at your work as ol old! ihisis

better than playing the gentleman, or
even keeping a grocery store.'

Oh, yes, a thousand times better, tne
hatter replied, warmly. 4I am now in my
right place.'

Performing your true use to the com-

munity and happy in doing so.'
'I shall be happier, I am sure. I am

happier already. My :s and irons
and. indeed, everything around me, look
like familiar friends, and give me a smil-

ing welcome. When health fails or age
pevents my working any longer, I will

give up my shop, but not a day sooner.
I am cured of retiring from business.'

Defer not till what should
be done This was Washington's
motto, and all would do well to abide by
it. It will prove one of the flowers in
our pathway through life.

If you wish to increase the size and
prominence of your eyes, just keep an
account of the money you spend foolishly,
and add it up at the end of the year.

A young man who has good character
and pure principles is possessor of a for
tune, the value of which no one can
estimate until they hare experienced its
worth.

As daylight can be seen through the
smallest holes, so do the most trifling
things show a person's character

The Herkimer (N. Y.) Democrat con.

tains an account of the suicide ot Lewis
A. Emery, in that town. He was
young man of twenty-on- e years of age.
had been a believer in spiritual med urns
and was himself a medium. He had been,
slightly deranged for some time before
his death

Two young slaves killed their master.
Wylie Kearney, of Codwell co , Ky.. a
few days since. He was about to punish
one of them, when the other came up and
threw a rop over his head, and then both
pulled on the end of the rope until he was
choked to death.

Life's but a walk over a moor, and the
wild flowers that grow upon our path are
too few not to gather them when they
come within sight, even though it may
cost us a step or two aside. Its all in
the day ,s journey, and we shall get home
at last.

Will you open the services V inquired
a deacon of a brother who was an oyster-ma- n.

No. I thank you,' said he, half-wa- k

ing from, a doze, I've left my knife at
I nome.

to do ?'
4 Oh, I'm always busy.'

Doing what V

Nothing; and I believe it is much
harder work than making hats.'

4 1 would be very willing to try my
hand at that kind of work if I could af-

ford it. There would be no danger of my

getting tired or complaining that I had
too much to do.'

You may think so ; but a few weeks'
experience would be enough to drive you
back to your shop, glad to find something
for your hands to do, and your mind to
rest upon.'

'If you have such n high opinion of
labor, Mr. Steele, why don't you go to

workf
I have no motive for doing so.'

'Is not the desire fur happiness a mo-

tive of sufficient power 1 You thiuk
working will make any one happy.'

I am not so sure that it will make any
one happy, but I believe that all who are
engaged in regular employments are
much more contented than are those who
have nothing to do. But no one can be

tegularly employed who has not some
motive for exertion. A mere desire for

happiness is not the right motive; for,

notwithstanding a man, when reasoning
on the subject, may be able to sen that
unless he is employed in doing something
useful to his fellows he cannot be even
contented, yet when he follows out the im
pulses of his nature, if not compelled to
work, he will seek for relief from the
uneasiness he feels in almost anything
else ; especially is he inclined to run into
excitements instead of turning to the quiet
and more satisfying pursuits of ordinary
life.'

If I believed as you do I would go in-

to business at once,' said the hatter,
Yon have the means, and might conduct

any business you chose to commence,
with ease and comfort.'

' I have often thought of doing so ; but
( have lived an idle life so long that I am
afraid I should soon grow tired of bus-
iness."

No doubt you would, and if you will
take my advice you will let well enough
alone. Enjoy your good fortune and be
thankful for it. As for me, I hope to see
trie day when I can retire from business,
and live easy the remainder of my life.'

This was, In fact, the natter's highest
wish, and he was working industriously
with that end in view. He had already
aaved enough money to buy a couple of
very good housf s, the rent from which
was five hundred dollars per annum. .4s
cfioon as he could accumulate sufficient to
give him a clear income of two thousand
dollars, his intention was to quit business
and live a gentleman' all the rest of his
lav8. ' He was in a very fair way of ac

complishing all he desired in a few years,
And he did accomplish it.

Up to the time of his retiring from bus
aness, which he did at the age of forty

three. Parker had passed through his
hare of trial and affliction. One of his

children did not do well, and one, his fa- -

vonte boy, had died. These events
weighed down his spirits for a time, but
no very long period elapsed before he was
again singing at his work not, it is true,

v not quite so gaily as before, but still with
expression of contentment. He. had,
likewise, his share of those minor cross-e- a

in life which fret&e spirit, but the im-

pression they made was soon effaced.
In the final act of giving up, he felt a

much gteater reluctance than h had sup.
posed would be the case, and very unex.
pectedly began to ask himself what he
should do all the day, after he had no

longer a shop in which to employ himself. salutation of the day were over. he had said.


